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meat on it3 to sit down, to do half a dozen other things,
ail in a flash.

According to all the literary formulas, the wife of Mr,
Smeeth should have been a grey and withered suburban
drudge, a creature who had long forgotten to care for
anything but a few household tasks, the welfare of her
children, and the opinion of one or two chapel-going
neighbours, a mere husk of womanhood, in whom Mr,
Smeeth could not recognise the girl he had once courted.
But Nature, caring nothing for literary formulas, had
gone to work in another fashion with Mrs. Smeeth.
There was nothing grey and withered about her. She
was only in her early forties, and did not look a day
older than her age, by any standards. She was a good
deal plumper than the girl Mr, Smeeth had married,
twenty-two years before, but she was no worse for that.
She still had a great quantity of untidy brown hair, a
bright blue eye, rosy cheeks, and a ripe moist lip. She
came of robust country stock, and perhaps that is why
she had been able to conjure any amount of bad food
into healthy and jolly womanhood. By temperament,
however, she was a real child of London, a daughter of
Cockaigne. She adored oysters, fish and chips, an occa-
sional bottle of stout or glass of port, cheerful gossip,
hospitality, noise, jokes, sales, outings, comic songs,
entertainments of any kind, in fact, the whole rattling
and roaring, laughing and crying world of food and
drink and bargaining and adventure and concupiscence.
She liked to spend as much money as she could, but
apart from that, would have been quite happy if the
Smeeths had dropped to a lower social level She never
shared any of her husband's worries, and was indeed
rather impatient of them, sometimes openly con-